A   BRASS   HAT   IN   NO   MAN'S   LAND
once/ I say; 'it is best for all, provided they send us
men. I can never sleep for a fortnight after a big
battle, the reaction is so great; but a new line with
its new problems to solve acts as an antidote/ The
brigadier whom I relieve is an old friend. We last
met when troopers together in South Africa, on the
Tugela seventeen years before.
One of my colonels, Plunkett, was this brigadier's
sergeant-major at the beginning^of the war. 'Plunkett
is rather a marvel/ he says, ca Distinguished Conduct
Medal, a commission, a M.C., and a colonel in three
years!' 'Yes/ I reply, CI am putting him in for a
V.C., for Bourlon and I hope he will get a brigade
shortly. A Cavalry brigadier motored forty miles
to tell me of his wonderful conduct with i5th
Hussars in the wood, which of course I knew about;
but it was nice of I5th to make a point of sending
over their brigadier/
*He was recommended for the V.C. on the Re-
treat/ replies my friend, 'and only got the D.CJVL
instead. I hope he will be more successful this
time/
The relief is complete.
Plunkett clears up a bit of hostile line opposite his
front. We follow the movements of his Bourlon
survivors through our glasses. We count twenty-
two prisoners being hunted across no man's land
to our lines. Only five arrive! Tou must have let
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